DANILOV
Yes, twenty-two years exactly. The head-sister has;
tightly curled hair. Faina, indeed!
"It is pure sabotage—" Suprugov repeated and sigh
gravely.
"Well, what do you propose to do?" Danilov's face
twitched. Had Suprugov looked more carefully he would
have seen the fierce light in his eyes. But Suprugov was
busy with his cigarette, which had gone out for some
reason—it must have been badly packed.
"Turn it back? Send a wire to Kaganovich, saying:
'Please be kind to the train, it's being sent under the
bombs5?" Suprugov understood that he was being made
fun of. He felt keenly mortified. After all, he wasn't a
male nurse, he was an army doctor.
"I don't propose to do anything. But surely Fm
entitled to my own opinion as much as you are. I, too,
am being sent to my death,"
"You think so? So what? But as long as we're still
alive, I'll go the rounds, if you've nothing against it."
Sucking at his cigarette, which was going out again,
Suprugov followed Danilov with his eyes. The com-
missar's bearing was dignified and military. Suprugov
began to feel uncomfortable in his dressing gown. His
own fault, of course. He shouldn't slip into personal
conversation. With Faina, or the other girls, well, that
was another matter. But with the commissar—not on
any account. Had to be on guard with that sort.
In the general coach the windows were open all along
the right-hand side, yet the air was foul. The coach had
soon taken on a home-like appearance. Over the girls*
bunks hung mirrors, mascots and photographs of sweet-
hearts, Those pictures might be a breeding place for
bedbugs. Have to keep an eye on that.
Lena Ogorodnikova was sleeping on a lower bunk at
the end of the coach. She was a funny little thing, rather
like a boy, who said little but had a mischievous air*
Even asleep, she looked as though something were
amusing' her, A palette-shaped mirror hung over the

